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" The way he stares."    She stopped laughing.

Jacob, leaning forward, drew a plan of the
Parthenon in the dust in Hyde Park, a network
of strokes at least, which may have been the
Parthenon, or again a mathematical diagram.
And why was the pebble so emphatically ground
in at the corner ? It was not to count his notes
that he took out a wad of papers and read a
long flowing letter which Sandra had written two
days ago at Milton Dower House with his book
before her and in her mind the memory of some-
thing said or attempted, some moment in the
dark on the road to the Acropolis which (such

was her creed) mattered for ever.

" He is,"  she  mused,  " like that man  in

Molifere."

She meant Alceste.    She meant that he was

severe.    She meant that she could deceive him.
" Or could I not ?"   she thought, putting'

the poems  of Donne  back  in   the bookcase.

" Jacob," she went on, going to the window and

looking over the spotted flower-beds across the

grass where the piebald cows grazed under beech

trees, " Jacob would be shocked."